248                   A WREATH OF CLOUD

A letter arrived.   It was from Prince Sochi, written on
thin white paper in a competent hand, and couched in terms
which at the time seemed very spirited and apposite.   I
fear, however, that were I to reproduce it here, this admired
letter would seem in no way remarkable, and I will only
record the poem which accompanied it:  ' Shall I, like
the flower that grows unnoticed by the stream though
holiday-makers in their dozens pass that way, find myself
still, when this day closes, unwanted and passed-by?*
The letter was attached to the tallest and handsomest flag-
iris T she had ever seen.   ' He is quite right/ said Genji;
' to-day there is no escape for you/   And when one after
another of her gentlewomen had pleaded with her that
this once at any rate she should answer him with her own
hand, she produced the following reply, which had, however,
very little to do with what was going on in her mind:
' Better had the flower remained amid the waters, content
to be ignored, than prove, thus swiftly plucked, how feeble
were the roots on which it stood/

It was an idle repartee, and even the handwriting seemed
to Prince Sochi's expectant eye somewhat vague and
purposeless. He was, indeed, not at all sure, when he saw
it, that he had not made a great mistake. . . . Tamakat-
sura, on the other hand, was disposed to be in rather a
good humour with herself. She had this morning received
Magic Balls2 of the utmost variety and splendour from an
unprecedented number of admirers. A more complete
contrast than that between her poverty-stricken years
on the island and her present pampered existence could
hardly be imagined. Her ideas on a variety of subjects
were becoming far less rigid than when she first arrived

1 Irises were plucked on the fifth day of the fifth month.
* BaJls made of coloured stuffs, with scent-bags in the middle. Supposed
to ward off disease.